The wofl UmentahleTragcdic n 

To finde thy brother dead. ^ 

Ssurnin^ My brothcrdcad)! knowthou dou butieft, i 

He and his Lady both arc at the Lodge, | 

Vpon the north fide of this pleafantchaftj | 

Tis not anhourefincc I left him there. 

Weknow not where you Icftthemkllalwc, 

But out alas, hecre haue we found him dead. 

Enter Andrmtcm and Laciuf^ 

TWworrf. Where is ray Lord the .King? _ | 

King. Here TamorajL\iQ}x%h gricud w jfh killing gnefe. !? 
7 ' 4 ir^. Where is thy brother 5a/m«0/? . | 

Kt»g* Now tothcbottomesloftthou fearch ray wound, | 

Poore hecre lies rourthcred. ■ | 

Tamora, Thcn alltoolatel bringthis fatal writ, y : 
The coraplot of this tirades Tragcdie, 

And wondergreatly thatmans face can fold, 
Inplcafingfrailes fuch murderous tyrannic. 

ShegiuethSatHrnititALietttT. 

S^tufninutreadt the Letter • *■ 

jinMfveemiffe to meetehim haufetneljj" '■ 

Srveet Baftianu s tis ree meane^ 

heethoufomuehasdigthtgrAUeforhimy 

Those ^aewft oar mining, look for thj remrd. 

^osongthe nettles At the Elder tveOf 
PVhieh ou‘er‘(hades ihemettth ef thAt/Atftepitf 

ff^i^ererve decreed to heirj/BaffianuS) ; 

Deethss AHdptsrchafevsthji lAjimgfriendt.x . ! 

KsHg. Oh was eucr heard the like? - , 

This is the pit,and this the elder tree, ; 

Lookc fits ifyou can finde the huntfman out, ' ■'/ 

That IBould haue niiurthercd 'BAfsi*nsis heere. 

, 4r«n^ My gracidus Lord heere, is the bag of gold# ■ | 

■ if 


of T itus Anhonitusl 

King* Twoofthy’whelpeSjfcll curs of bloody kiside,’ 
Haue hcercbercft my brother of his life : 

Sirs dragtheo) from the pit vnto the prifon. 

There let them bide vntill we haue deuifd 
Some newer hcatd-of Certering paine for them, 

Tamora* What are they in this pit, oh wondrous thing! 
Howeafily murder is difeouered? 

Titus. High bmperour vpon my feeble knee, 

I beg this boone. With teares not lightly flied. 

That this fell fault ofmy accurfed fonnes, 
Accurfedjifthefaulcs be prou'd in them. 

King* Ifitbeprou’de! youfeeitisapparant, 

Who found this letter, Tamoravtai it you? 

T amor A. Andfonieus himfelfe did take it vp. 

Titus, i did my Lord, yet let me be their bailc, ' 

For by my Fathers rcucrcnttorobe I vow 
They fhall be ready at your Highnes will, . 

To aunfwerc their fufpition with their Hues* 

King. Thou flialt not bailc them, fee thou follow mcii 
Some bringthemurthcred body, fome the raurthcrers, 

Let them notfpeakea word, the guilt is plainc, 

For by my foulc, were there worfe end then death. 

That end vpon them fliould be executed. 

Tamora. Androntcus J wil entreat the King, 

Feare not thy fonnes, they lhall do well enough, 

Tttus, Come Lucius comc,ftay not to talke with them. 
£»ter the EmpreJfe/oanesjwith Lauinia, her hands cut off 
andhertongueeut out^andrauifit, 

Demet. So now goe tell and if thy tongue can ^eake. 
Who twasfhat cut chy tongue and rauiflit thee. 

Chiron. Writedowncthy miode,bewray thy meaning fo. 
And ifthyftumpes will let thee play the feribe, 

.Dciwef. See how with fignesand tokens (he canferowJc. 
iptren* Goe home, call for fweet water, waflith y hands. 

E E^cmet. 



